Mr* MacCallum continued to rumble and shake*
"Well, I don?t blame the old feller/9 he said. "Ef I had
to look around on a passel of chaps like them and say

to myself,, 6Thenfs my boys9------" But Jackson was

gone. The old man sat and rumbled again^ with heavy
enjoyment. "Yes, suh5 I reckon Pd feel ?bout as proud
as General does. Rafe^ ban9 me down my pipe-"

All that day it rained, and the following day and the
one after that. The dogs lurked about the house all
morning* underfoot, or made brief excursions Into the
weather, returning to sprawl before the fire drowsing
and malodorous and steaming until Henry came along
and drove them out; twice from the door Bayard saw
the fox9 Ellen, fading with brisk diffidence across the
yard. With the exception of Henry and Jackson9 who
had a touch of rheumatism, the others were somewhere
out in the rain most of the day.* But at mealtime they
gathered again, shucking their wet outer garments on
the porch and stamping In to thrust their muddy, smok-
ing boots to the fire while Henry fetched the kettle and
the jug. And last of all, Buddy, soaking wet.

Buddy had a way of getting his lean length up from
his niche beside the chimney at any hour of the day
and departing without a word, to return in two hours
or six or twelve or forty-eight, during which periods
and despite the presence of Jackson and Henry and
usually Lee, the place had a vague air of desertion,
until Bayard realized that the majority of the dogs
were absent also. Hunting, they told him, when Buddy
had been missing since breakfast.

"Why didn't he let me know?" Bayard demanded.

"Maybe he thought you wouldn't keer to be out in
the weather," Jackson suggested.
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